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SEND IN YOUR ANSWERS ON COUPON BELOW AND 
RECEIVE FREE DETAILS ON HOW YOU MAY SHARE IN 


THIS MAY BE 
YOUR TIME 
TO WIN! 


You've read of others winning big prizes, 
You've seen their pictures in the papers, 
smiling broadly and beaming at their 
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basic puzzles together with fll rules and details 
as to how I may win $50,000.00 First Prise oF 


S YOU READ this page, you have before 
you a truly remarkable opportunity .. 
an opportunity to win thousands and thou- 
sands of dollars in an exciting, fascinating 
contest wit wlating puzzles, 









And, following the procedure explained with 
the Sample Puzzle in the lower part of this 
Page, see if you can find the name each puz- 
ale represents, 

When you have done thar, fill in your an- 
swers to the three puzzles, along with your 
own name and address, on the coupon in 


IN CASH PRIZES 





the lower left corner of the page. Mail the 
coupon promptly — to the address shown — 
and we will send you, FREE and entirely with- 
out obligation, full rules, details and the 
official set of basic puzzles of the Opportunity 
Puzzle Contest, in which $100,000.00 in 
Cash Prizes will be awarded. 

Yes — any one of 400 cash prizes may 
become yours in this contest — a 1st Prize of 
$50,000.00! — a 2nd Prize of $10,000.00! 
— a 3rd Prize of $7,500.00! — a 4th Prize of 
$5,000.00! — or any one of the other prizes 
shown in the official prize list printed at the 
right. 








= *50,000.00 Ist Prize May Become Yours! = 


Fun and Fortune Await You in This Fascinating Contest 


The Sample Puzzle below will give you an idea of how 
to solve the interesting name-puzzies featured in this 
$100,000.00 Opportunity Puzzle Contest. And the pur. 
Ales you see above are actually the first three official 
puzzles of the contest 

First, of course, study the Sample Puzzle, and read 











carefully the explanation printed along with it. Then 
try solving Puzzles No. 1, No. 2 and No. 3 above, and 





fou can find the famous name represented by each 
the list of names printed under it 

way you will get a taste of the enjoyment and 

presented in the puzzles of this contest: And 

35 to the thrill of winning, can't you yourself imagine 

what it would be like to win $50,000.00, $10,000.00, 

$7,500.000r any other of thecash prizesshown atthe right! 
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This SAMPLE PUZZLE 
jive You the Idea! 


Before trying Vo solve Puzzles I, 2 ond 3 
above, les solve this Sample Puzzle 
Note the various letters ond objets, 
‘ond the plus ond minus signs. C ph OWL 
plus EYE plos TANK 
VETANK, Next, minos TOWEL mines CAN 
‘means that from CO WLEYETANK we take 
‘Sway the letters TOWELCAN, leaving YEK. 
Now, in the Hat of nomes under the 
puzzle, we see the last name of Francis 
Scott KEY, and by re-orronging the letters 
YEK Io KEY, we hove KEY on the correct 
solution to this puzzle. 


This may indeed be the opportunity you've been wait- 

ing for! — to [ree you from money cares and bri 

the security and the luxuries you bave always 
Aci today to get in on this great opportunity 

mow! — fll in your answe 
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name and address, and mail the coupon promptly to 
the address shown. We will then rush you additional 
puzzles, roles and details explaining just how you go 

ut making yourself eligible to win $50,000.00, 
$10,000.00, (00, $5,000.00 or any other of the cash 
sums to be awarded, 

Don't put it of! Act bere and now, while this oppor 
tunity is before you! Solve the three puzzles above, and 
mail the coupon TODAY! 
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YOUR NAME 


The opportunity now awaits you to own and 
operate your own business on a part time or 
full time basis in the lucrative field of 
HARDWARE, HAND TOOLS, FANS, 

POWER TOOLS, MOTORS, PAINTS, 

etc, or BUY TOOLS FOR 
YOUR INDUSTRIAL OR 
INSTITUTIONAL 























Every one needs tools, 
Meet the demands of 
the growing "Do-it 
Yourself" markets. 
Sell direct from the 
jumbo buying guide— 
your cost is known 
only to you. 


You can buy Nationally 
Advertised tools, etc., at a 


Discount up to 


50% 


No investment required, buy 
as you need it. A million dol- 
lar inventory at your finger 
tips. 


If you aro half as smart as we 
know you are, you WILL 


ACT AT ONCE! 


ENCLOSE $1.00 FOR DEALERS CARD & 1955 MAMMOTH TOOL CATALOG 


SILVO HARDWARE COMPANY 
Dept. EC 31 West 47 St., New York 36, N. Y. 


! am enclosing $1.00. Rush me your dealer's card and big Catalog Today. If | 
am not completely satisfied with your plan, ! understand that | can return the 
Dealer's Card and Catalog for refund, and if ! decide to order, my $1.00 will 
be deductible from my first order, 


$1.00 refund 
on first purchase 
or refund if you DL MTM e 
are not 100% satisfied. Address 
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Ri 
M A MESSAGE FROM THE EDITORS: AN 
NN "Shock Illustrated“ was the first of a new line of mag- WN 
AE ezines to introduce the novel and revolutionary develop- NN PUBLISHER 
$ ment in the art of story-telling which we at E.C. call fN william m. gaines 


"Picto-Fiction." And for its subject matter in "Shock," 
we felt that Picto-Fiction could dramatically and effec- 
tively enter into the world of psychiatry. 


P 


The mail that came in on the first issue (samples of NS 
which are on page 34) was for the most part highly NS EDITOR " 
enthusiastic. Picto-Fiction was: "the most unique and EN albert b. feldstein 
$ original idea to appear in a long time". . . "something ES 
i new and different in the world of reading". . . ~ 
N| Naturally, we were elated. PA 
RS And then came the bad news. Despite the mail, i PRODUCTION 


“Shock” just wasn't selling well. It was moving, but it 
was no fabulous success. There was something wrong 
with it! 

The answer was obvious. It wasn't the new form that 
was holding it back. So it had to be the subject matter! 

That is why "Shock" is now a magazine of Adult 
Crime Stories. The first story, "The Lipstick Killer,” is a 
psychological study of a psychotic murderer, but that's 
as far as we go. The remaining stories are suspense-type 
yarns with a twist or “Shock” ending. 
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There had been no outcry. The girl 
had died quickly, and the bubble of a 
scream had died with her, never escaping 
her soft young red lips. 

Lennie stood near the bed, (he was no 
more than seventeen), and he began to 
ery. But he wasn't crying for the girl 
he'd just stabbed to death. He didn't even 
know who she was, nor had he ever seen 
her before. He wept for something he did 
not understand, something he had long 
forgotten in the deep dark corridors of 
his mind. 

He was not thinking now, but some- 
thing made him move out of the bedroom 
and into the kitchen. He washed the blood 
off his hands and off his knife. Then, still 
sobbing, he went on with what he'd been 
doing before she'd come into the room 
and surprised him. 

Slowly, almost reverently, he looked 
through the drawers of her dresser. 








There was her perfume, her make-up kit. Powder. 
Mascara. Eyebrow pencil. And most thrilling of all, 
her lipstick. 

He spread them out on the mirror-topped table 
and fondled them, toyed with them. And as he did 
this, he felt the excitement again, rising inside him. 


“You shouldn't have tried to stop me. I wasn't 
"going to hurt anything . . .” As an afterthought, he 
added: “Don’t be mad at me!” 

And suddenly, looking at her, and at the array 
of her personal things in front of him on the dressing 
table, he became frightened. What was he doing 
here? Why had he come? He began to shake and 
tremble as something inside him ripped through to 
his conscience and told him that he would be pun- 
ished for what he was doing. 









A packet of photographs in a corner of one draw- 
er caught his eye, and he grabbed at it with childish 
glee. But they were only pictures of herself, on the 
beach, in the country, with friends. For the first 
time, he saw her face. He looked toward the bed 
where she lay at an awkward angle. 

“You shouldn't have come in,” he whispered. 








“No,” he sobbed. “I didn’t mean to do anything 
wrong. I didn't mean . . ." 

He covered his face with his hands. 

“Help me!" he cried. “Stop me, somebody . . . 
before it’s too late, Before I. . .” 

He grabbed the glittering lipstick that lay on the 
dresser table, opened it clumsily, and scrawled across 
the face of the mirror: 

“Help me . . . Stop me. . 
again!” 


- Don’t let me do this 


































Then he grabbed the compact, eyebrow 
pencil and powder puff and shoved them 
into his pocket. Moving lightly, he went 
to the window and crawled out onto the 
fire-escape through which he'd entered 
the apartment. 

He had to get back to his room and 
put these things with the others. He had 
lots of them now. Lots of pretty things 
from girls. He'd gone into so many of 
their apartments. 

But there had been only two others 
who had caught him at it . . . going into 
their apartments, fondling their things, 
taking them when he left. The first one 
had screamed . . . that was three months 
ago... and he'd had to quiet her with the 
long shiny letter opener on her desk. 

Then he'd started carrying the knife. 
In case it ever happened again and there 
was no desk . . . no letter opener. And it 
had happened again. Three weeks ago . . . 
and now, tonight . . . 

“There he is! There . . . on the fire- 
escape!" A woman screamed through the 
thick darkness of the alleyway. “I told 
you I saw him, . .” 





He heard the throbbing of footsteps. 
“Where is he?” came a voice. 
“Up there!” another answered. 


have a gun!” 


He heard a siren, like a woman’s wail of sorrow. 


He heard someone climbing up the fire-escape. 
“Watch out, Regan! He’s a maniac! He might 


A flashlight blinded him. Then another, and another. He 
closed his eyes but they burned right through his lids. It was 
like staring into the bright ball of the sun. 

“Stop it,” he screamed. “Stop it! You're hurting my eyes!” 















Got to run, he thought. Got to run, or they'll get 
me! They'll send me away! Send me away... 

He turned back and went in through the window. 
There was the front door. If he could get out the 
front door, he could get away. 

He started out into the hallway as they came up i 
the stairs. l 

“There he is,” one of them shouted. 















closet! The dark closet! They'd never | | dark! 





In the darkness, crouched between the 
F smooth silks and the soft furs, he hid. 
He kept his eyes closed and his face 
buried in one of the dead girl’s dresses. 























“Tl stop him, all right! Joe! Mac! Tear this place 
apart! He’s hiding here . . . somewhere!” 

The door to the closet burst open, and light flooded 
in on him. He turned away, trying to force himself 
deep into the mass of soft feminine clothing that 
enveloped him. 

“Here he is!” 

“Hell, he’s only a kid!” 




















find him in there! — “Lord, willya look at that...” 
“Whew! The poor kid! Same as the other two! If I ever get 
my hands on that rotten son of a...” 

“He’s here someplace! He couldn’t have gotten away!” 
“Look! On the mirror! ‘Stop me!’ Just like the last time!” 


He ran back into the apartment and ` : He heard them banging on the door. He heard the sudden 
locked the door. Where could he hide? crash as they burst into the room. But they wouldn't find him 
He had to find a place to hide! In the | | here, he sobbed. It was dark and no one would find him in the 





The prosecution was rough on Lennie Hall. All } 
through the sensational trial, they kept calling him 


the “sex maniac” or the “sex-crazed killer." And, 


though the defense’s objections were sustained by 
the judge, it was impossible to erase these pictures 


from the minds of the jurors. 


The psychiatrists and the experts gave their testi- 


mony in the crowded, thrill-hungry courtroom. 





















































Lennie was, without question, an emo- 
tionally disturbed boy. But he was not, 
in the legal sense of the word, insane. 
That was their testimony. And the young 
public defender who had been assigned 
to Lennie's case was unable to convince 
the court that Lennie ought to be com- 
mitted to a mental institution. 

Lennie had a public defender because 
his parents refused to have anything to 
do with him. That was what hurt Lennie 
most of all. Neither of them came to see 
him in all the time that he was being 
held, nor did they offer any help or sym- 
pathy to the boy they had taken out of 
an orphan home and adopted when he 
| was five years old. 

Lennie was found guilty of murder in 
the second degree. 

He was sentenced by the court to spend 
| the rest of his natural life in the state 
penetentiary. 

His only words, upon hearing the pro- 
nouncement, were what they had been all 
during the trial. 

“I didn't mean to do anything bad! I 
didn't mean to be a bad boy!” 


On the train . . . all the way to the prison .. . he 
cried for his mother, It was, as the lawyer had said, 
obvious that Lennie had not known until the trial 
that he was an adopted child. To him, Amy and 
Roger Hall were the only parents he had ever known. 
Everything before his adoption was a blank in his 
mind, and even now he refused to believe that they 
were not his true parents. 


He only knew that he loved them, and that he’d 
done something to hurt them, and that now they did 
not love him any more. 

And so he wept and sucked his thumb as he sat 
with one hand shackled to the burly guard who ac- 
companied him and who made no attempt to hide 
his disgust and loathing of the 


i 


sex-crazed killer.” 





From the time that the door to his cell closed behind him, The other prisoners hated him, and 
Lennie grew progressively worse. He began to have hallucina- twice he was badly beaten up in the prison 
tions, and not a night passed that he did not scream and moan yard while the guards were looking the 
and beat his fists against the metal bars. 







other way. 








It was during the second week of his 
imprisonment that Lennie met Dr. Mason, 
the young, overworked prison psychia- 
trist. 

What impressed Dr. Mason the most 
was the fact that, between periods of 
panic, Lennie appeared to be a calm, 
almost poised person. He answered the 
doctor's questions clearly and directly. 













He showed little remorse for what he had done, and it was 
only during the sharply isolated periods of terror that he re- 
ferred to the fact that his parents had sent him away. 

Several talks with Lennie revealed to the doctor that there 
were times when he suffered from painful headaches and that 
during these sieges he heard voices that told him he had to 
“look and find something.” 

“Tell me, Lennie,” the psychiatrist said during one of their 
meetings. “Would you like to get well?” 





















“Get well?" Lennie looked at him. “I don't feel 
sick!" 

“What about those headaches? And the times 
when you feel all squeezed up inside, the way you 
said you felt last Monday when I saw you?” 

“Could you fix that?” asked Lennie. His question 
was a mixture of surprise and disbelief that anything 
> could be done to help him. 








“It’s like looking into the dark rooms in your 
mind . . . opening the closed drawers of your memory 
... to find out what's there that makes you do the 
things you do, and what the things are in your life 
that makes you the kind of person you are.” 















“You're a fairly intelligent boy, Lennie,” said 
the doctor. “Your record shows that you did well in 
school. Do you know what psychoanalysis is?” 

“Tm not sure,” Lennie frowned. “It’s got some- 
thing to do with going into a person’s mind and 
finding out all about sex and things like that . . .” 

“Well, not exactly,” smiled Dr. Mason. “It has 
more to do with finding out about yourself!” 


At the mention of “dark rooms” and “closed 
drawers,” Lennie’s head snapped up. His eyes 
brightened with excitement. The cold detachment 
with which he had been listening to the doctor dis- 
appeared and his breath came quick. 

“Can you do’ that? Can you really look into the 
closed . . . I mean, into the things in my mind?” 














Dr. Mason explained to Lennie, in terms that the 
youth could grasp, how, by lying on a couch and 
talking . . . without trying to hold back anything, or 
hide anything . . . all the memories that were hidden 
away in his mind could be brought out into the open. 
He pointed out how these forgotten memories caused 
people to do things they didn't want to do . . . just 
because they were hidden away, trying to come out. 

“It takes a long time," said Dr. Mason, “and it 
can be a very painful thing sometimes." 





Dr. Mason saw the warden the next day and ar- 
ranged for Lennie to spend four hours a week with 
him. It was irregular, the warden protested, for 
the prison psychiatrist to spend as much time as 
psychoanalysis required with a “lifer.” But Mason 
pointed out that part of his purpose was research . . . 
the kind of study that would someday help prevent, 
as well as cure. 





“Tm not afraid of pain,” said Lennie, confidently, 
Then he laughed. “And I’ve got lots of time.” He 
thought for a moment, then asked: “Why do you 
want to do this for me? Why do you want to help 
me?" 

"Partly," said Dr. Mason, "because it's my job 
to help people. And partly, because I'm a curious 
guy. I like to help people find out what makes them 
tick." 

Lennie's smile returned. *Me too, Doc," he said 
emphatically. “I’m a curious guy too . . ." 





The doctor had his way, and Lennie Hall's prison 
psychoanalysis began. 

In the beginning, Lennie talked about his life 
at home with Amy and Roger Hall. He refused to 
accept or believe what had been brought out at the 
trial... that he'd been adopted from an orphanage 
at the age of five. He remembered no such thing. Ás 
far as he was concerned, they were all lying. 

He described life in the Hall household as being 
a fairly happy one. Roger, his father, had been very 
strict, especially about such things as dirty words 
and talk about sex. And Lennie had been a good 
boy, as he told it, because he never even said a bad 
word or even thought about sex. 

Roger Hall had been a construction engineer, and 
it was often necessary for him to be away from 
home for long periods of time. And Amy Hall had 
been a member of the Rotary and several Ladies’ 
Auxiliaries and worked for the Red Cross, 

“So I used to be pretty much on my own,” said 
Lennie. “But it never bothered me like it does most 
kids. In fact, I used to like to be in the house by 
myself. I'd play around. I'd go hunting through the 
drawers . . . and the closets... and...” 

“Why did you go looking through the drawers 
and the closets?” asked the doctor. 

“Just looking . . .” Lennie shrugged. 

























“Looking for what?" the doctor prodded. 
“Tt wasn't that I was looking for anything,” said 
Lennie. ^I just like to look! I used to like to look 
at my mother's things. And touch them. Like her lip- 
Stick, and her perfume, and her powder. All her 
things...” 


During the sessions that followed, it became ap- 
parent to Lennie that at one point in his adolescence, 
he shifted this “looking” out of his own home. He 
remembered the first time. 

*[ guess I was about twelve. I was alone in the 
apartment, and the hall door was open. I saw the 
lady who lived across the hall go out.” 














































“And I saw that she'd forgotten to take “So I let myself into her empty apartment, and I went 
her key out of the lock. I guess that's ~ through all the drawers . . . touching her clothing . . . her 
when I got the idea. The thought of going make-up stuff . . . and especially her lipstick. 

into a strange room and looking for hid- *]t did something to me. It gave me a funny feeling in the 
den, wonderful things excited me." pit of my stomach; It's hard to explain.” 






















"After that, I didn't stay in the house much. I 
used to wander through apartment houses. Nobody 
paid much attention to a little boy. And once in a 
while I would find a door unlocked where the people 
were out of the house. I used to get so excited going 
through the apartment, I thought I would faint." 


It was at the age of fifteen that Lennie began to 
climb fire-escapes, peer through the windows, and 
enter empty apartments to fulfil this strange, excit- 
ing release he'd come to crave. 

"Tt got so,” he said one day, “that I used to be 
overcome with excitement . . . just climbing over the 
window sill.” 
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In the third month of his analysis, Lennie recalled that when “Then, one day, I discovered that the 

he was eleven years old, he once found some pictures in Roger pictures were gone. They'd disappeared. 

Hall’s night table drawer, hidden away. “They were of men I got scared. I searched through all the 
drawers in the house. But I couldn't find 
l them. The more I looked, the more pan- 


icky I got. Until I began to cry.” 


and women,” he said, “and I remember thinking at the time 
how strange they looked in those funny poses. But I used to 
IN like to go back and look at them again and again.” 


















The insight came shortly after Lennie remembered After this first break in the wall of consciousness, 
this, “I guess I realized,” he said, “that my father other memories began to seep through. He remem- 
knew I'd been looking at them. And I was afraid bered that Amy Hall became pregrant once . . . when 
he'd be angry. I knew he'd destroyed them, but I he was ten . . . and that they told him that he was 
looked for them anyway. Because I wanted them going to have a new baby sister or brother. 
back. Because I didn’t want him to be angry. The thought terrified him. He screamed at them, 

“I guess that’s one of the things I’ve been looking pleaded with them, begged them not to bring him a 
for ever since. One of the things I was looking for brother or sister. “You won't love me any more,” he 













when I went into other apartments.” cried. “You'll send me away! 


He remembered how afraid he’d been about the coming of 
a baby sister or brother. And then he remembered that awful 
day when Amy lay in bed, sobbing, and the doctor came and 
shook his head and told Roger she’d had a miscarriage and lost 
the baby, and that they’d been foolish to even try, after he’d 
advised them not to. 
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And he remembered listening at the 
door and being suddenly terrified because 
the baby was dead! But then, his father 
came and put his arm around him and 
brought him to his mother and she smiled 
and patted his head and he wasn’t afraid 








*And it was after that that you started going 
around the house looking in drawers and closets, 
wasn't it, Lennie?" asked Dr. Mason. 

Lennie stared at the ceiling. *I guess so," he 
sighed. 

“And you still don't know what you were looking 
for?" 


And now, Lennie remembered the orphanage. 
It came to him first as a picture of a big stone house with said. His voice couldn't hide the amaze- 
a high iron fence around it. Then, other pictures came into ment and the excitement he felt at finding 
focus as an image on a film is slowly brought out during the this illuminating scrap from the darkness 
process of development. One minute, a blank . . . the next of his past. “There was a little fat kid... 
minute, a fuzzy trace showing the latent impression trapped and a pair of twins we used to call Mykie 


below. 





“No!” Lennie shouted it. 

"Wasn't it because you knew Amy could never 
have a baby. That she had never been able to have a 
baby? Wasn't it because you knew then that you 
weren't her child?" 

Lennie closed his eyes, blinking back the tears 
that came up. 


“T remember some of the kids now," he 


and Tykie .. . and... ." 





His voice drifted off into a feeble bubble. 

“Mykie and Tykie and . . ." the analyst prompted. 

But Lennie was crying. He turned his face away 
so that Mason could not see him, and the sobs came 
heavily from his chest. The doctor waited silently 
in the shadows behind his patient . . . waited as the 
seconds ticked off . . . waited for Lennie to tell what 
he remembered. 

*. .. And Miss Lipton,” he whispered, finally. 


He recounted how, in his adoration of Miss Lip- 
E ton, he followed her back to her room one day when 
| she went off duty. And how she was amused, and 
p. played with him, and told him a story. 


“She was a nurse at the orphanage,” he went on. 
“I remember her now. She was beautiful. She was 
the most beautiful woman I'd ever known. Her lips 
were so soft and red and . . .” He paused, thinking. 
“I knew she liked me," he began again, “more than 
the other kids. Because she would always come over 
and pat my head, and sometimes hug me and kiss 
me with those soft red lips, and say: ‘How’s my 
Lennie? How's my favorite little boy?’ . . .” 


And he remembered how, after that, he would go 
to her room when she was out . . . looking in her 
drawers . . . touching her soft silken things that lay 
folded so neatly. And fondling her make-up things. 
Her powder puff. Her lipstick , . . 


t 





“T never disturbed them,” he said. “I just liked to touch 
them ... to play with them . . . because they were hers.” His 
breath came fast and labored. He tried to go on speaking, “And 


then... and then...” But he choked up. 


“Go on, Lennie,” said Dr. Mason. “This may be important!” 
“And then one day I went to her room. I didn’t expect her 
to be there. I let myself in and... and... I saw her hugging 


and kissing and doing things with Mr. Bond!” 





Lennie rocked back and forth on the couch, sob- 
bing and mumbling to himself. “God . . . Oh, God . . . 
I couldn’t talk or cry for a week. The nightmares. 
And when I went back one day, I found her door 
locked, and I banged my fists against it and screamed 
and cried until someone came and took me away.” 


“Mr. Bond was the head of the orphans 
age. He tried to hide his face, but I saw 
him! And . . . and then Miss Lipton gol 
up and came over to me . . . and slapped 
me! She told me never to come back 
there! Because . . . I was a bad boy! SI 


p 


... called me a bad boy! 








*She hated me after that," sobbed Lennie. She 
never talked to me again. She hugged and kissed| 
the other little boys and girls, but she never smiled 
at me again. I was her favorite little boy until I saw 
her in her room with Mr. Bond. And after that, she 
was like the others. Cold and nasty and pushing me 
away all the time. I was a bad boy. A bad boy . . .” 

The session had come to an end, but Lennie just 
lay there, weeping, trying to hold back by pressing 
his knuckles to his mouth. 

Then he got up. He stared at the analyst through 
tear-filled eyes. “I don't want any more of this,” he 
said. There was anger in his voice. “I don't want 
to remember any more!” 

As he headed out the door to where the guard 
was waiting to take him back to his cell, he turned: 
and shook his head at Dr. Mason. 

“No more," he whispered. “I’m afraid! I want 
to quit! I don't want any more!” 

But Lennie didn't quit. He was afraid of the tord 
rent of memories that had come pouring up out of 
the past, yet he was still more afraid of the nightly 
voices and faces that came to fill his aching brain! 
until he thought his head would burst. 

He missed two sessions, and then he asked to bel 
taken back. He was pale and shaking when the guard 
brought him to the analyst's office. He lay on the 
couch and tried to compose himself. He was silent 
for a long while. Then, finally, he spoke. 













"I've been having a strange dream,” 
Te said softly. “I don't understand it!” 

The analyst waited. 

“Don’t you want to hear it?" 

“You know the rules, Lennie,” said 
Dr. Mason. “If you want to tell it to me, 
then tell it.” 


“Who is this woman, Lennie?” asked the analyst. 
“Who is this woman with the red lips?” 

“I don't know!” Lennie's scream filled the room. 
“T don't know. I dream of her . . . but I don't know 
who she is!” He sat up. “Leave me alone, can't you? 
What are you trying to make me say? I don't know 
who she is!” 

“All right,” said Dr. Mason quietly. “Just try to 
relax...” 


“Well,” Lennie closed his eyes, “in my dream, I’m a little 
baby . . . lying in a crib . . . waving my arms and legs and howl- 
ing. Then, someone comes over to me and picks me up . .. 
smiling at me. She's a pretty woman and her lips are red, and 
she smiles at me with those red lips. She's . . . she’s . . .” His 
voice died. 





Lennie was off the couch now. His eyes were wide 
and he made a sucking sound with his lips. 

“What are you trying to do to me?” he whispered. 
“You're trying to make me say things! You're trying 
to hurt me! You're trying to make me say I was a 
bad boy! That I did something bad! But I won’t 
let you! I won't! I won't" 

“Lennie...” 

“PU stop you! PU kill you!” 








Dr. Mason was out of his chair, back- 
ing away as Lennie leaped for his throat. 
“Guard! Guard! G . . . !" Mason tried 
to pry the steel fingers loose that were 
choking him. Lennie pushed savagely, 
smashing the doctor's head against the 


It took two guards to get the prisoner off the unconsciou 
analyst. One of them finally had to knock him out with hi 
club. “Cripes,” he said as they dragged Lennie out, “anothel 
second and he'd have killed the doc!” 

“That’s what he gets for coddling these goddam prisoners, 
said the other guard. “A month of solitary sets "em straigh 


wall. They’re good and quiet after that. If I know the warden, thi 


“You don’t love me any more,” he was 
snarling. “You think I’m a bad boy too 


Dr. Mason was in the prison hospital for three 
days, during which time he pleaded with the warden 
not to punish Lennie. The warden refused. 

“Im sorry, Mason," he said. “Nothing doing! 
Your business is playing around with their fancy 
dreams and all that garbage. My job is to keep strict 
discipline. He gets solitary! Three weeks!” 

“But this man is sick," Mason argued. “Very sick. 
He didn’t know what he was doing!” 
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one’ll be on bread and water for a long, long time . . .” 





"We've gotten to a crisis stage in his analysis, 
It’s part of his way of testing me to see if I'll stil 
like him after he’s done something bad to me. If you] 
put him in solitary, he'll think that / rejected him. It 
might crack him up...” 

“To hell with him!” said the warden. “This is all 
over the prison now. I can't take a chance on nol 
punishing an inmate who attacks anyone in author 
ity. l've got five thousand other men in here who 
just wouldn't understand it!” 


Lennie spent three weeks in solitary confinement. During 
that time, Dr. Mason learned, he had not stopped screaming for 
his mother and father. When Lennie was released, the doctor 
sent for him. He was accompanied by two guards who had been 
ordered by the warden to remain with him while he was with 
| the analyst. The warden was taking no chances. 

P Lennie stumbled into the psychiatrist's office, his face white 
and drawn, mumbling incoherently. Dr. Mason led him to the 
couch. 










“Mommy . . . Daddy . . .” he repeated 
over and over again. “Mommie ... 
Daddy...” 

“Lennie,” the analyst said. “Listen to 
me. Who are you calling?” 

“Mommy . . . Daddy...” 

“What are their names, Lennie?” 

“Mommy . . . Lucy! Daddy . . . Jack!” 
He stared at the analyst, not recognizing 













him. “Sister... Baby . . ." he added. 





It was obvious that Lennie was talking about his 
real parents, the ones he had never, until now, re- 
membered. The ones who had left him on the door- 
step of the orphanage when he was only four years 
old. 

The guards watched the twisting figure on the 
couch and held their hands on their gun holsters. 
Lennie made them nervous. 

“Lennie,” said Mr. Mason. “Tell me about your 
sister. Baby. Tell me about Baby." 


“Sister?” Mason was puzzled, “Do you remember 
a sister, Lennie?” 

*No, Daddy!" Lennie seemed to stare right past 
Dr. Mason, shrieking. “No, Mommie! Lennie not a 
bad boy! Don't leave Lennie here! Lennie afraid! 
Don't leave Lennie here! Come back! Come back! 
Mommy! Daddy! I didn't mean it! Come back!" 





“I didn't mean it,” Lennie wailed. “I didn't mean 
to break the dolly! The dolly Mommy brought Daddy 
from the hospital! Don't beat me, Daddy! Lennie 
didn't mean to break the dolly that was crying! 
Lennie wanted to quiet the dolly! Lennie didn't he was shrieking. “Lennie afraid! Don’t leave 
mean to cut the dolly with the scissors!" _ me! Mommy! Mommy! Lennie find another Baby} 


Mason sat down wearily and watched his patient. Lennie 
was gibbering and frothing at the mouth, clawing at his face 
and arms, his eyes rolling wildly. Through the darkness of 
solitary confinement, the memories had come too quickly . . . 
before he was ready to face them, to understand the truth of 
his boyhood crime, the true reason his real parents had aban- 
doned him, and the true thing he had been searching for all 
his life. Mother love! 


The psychosis was complete. There 
was nothing more Mason could do for 
Lennie. 

“You'd better call the warden's office,” 
he said to the frightened guards. “Tell 
them to come and get him . . . and tell 
them to bring a straight-jacket. We got 
through to Lennie . . . just a little too 
late!” 
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Those kids! I keep thinking...that's why it all 
happened. Because of those kids. That was when it 
began. When I came out of Miller's store with a 
sack of flour over my shoulder and saw them danc- 
ing around Larry in a taunting, jeering circle. 

Why couldn’t they leave him alone? He couldn’t 
help the way he’d been born! He couldn’t help it if 
Nature had put a poor, useless brain in g 
ugly body! But they didn't think of that. There isn't 
"much for kids to do in a little farm town. And Larry 
was something to bully, something to call names 
and laugh at. Larry ... my brother. 

He was on his knees, with his thick hands held 
up in front of his mud-spattered face. 
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And those kids were standing over him, laughing 
at him, pelting him with fistfuls of mud. 

Tears mingled with the black muck on his cheeks. 
But the kids were merciless. It had rained and 
Main Street was an inexhaustable supply of ammu- 
nition...filth to fling at Larry's cowering body, 
against those big hands that could easily have 
broken his small tormentors like so many willow 
twigs. If the sound that came from my throat was 
more snarl than speech, if I hated them, could I be 
blamed? The flour sack split, mingling its contents 
with the mud, when I dropped it. I snatched up a 
stick of cordwood from the stack by the store en- 
trance and started toward them. 


Larry clung to me, like a child. His voice came Do you wonder that I screamed at the little an- 
thickly. “Dave ... Dave make them stop! They... imals that hemmed us in? Do you wonder that I 
they’re hurting me!” raised the stick of cordwood threateningly? In that 

He put his face against my arm and cried. moment I think I could have used it! 


But I didn’t. Fred Miller had followed me out of his store, “Then keep them away from Larry!” 
and his calm voice dispelled some of the rage inside me. I shouted it, but even as I did, I knew 
“Take it easy, Dave,” he said softly. “You know how kids how useless it was. This wasn’t the first 
are! They don’t really mean any harm. They just don’t under- time. And it wouldn’t be the last. Next 
stand.” | week, or next month, l'd come into town 
from the farm again. And Id bring 
Larry with me because I wouldn't want 
to leave him with Ma and Pa, getting 
underfoot. And the kids would come 
flocking. Laughing at Larry. Jeering at 
him. Because, deep down inside, they 
were afraid of him. Because he was big 
and powerful . . . and helpless. Because 
‘there is something inside people that 
makes them want to try to destroy what 
they cannot understand. As these kids 
and this town wanted to destroy Larry, 
Well, I wasn't going to let them. 








“Take him home, Dave." Miller's voice What was the use. There were others there by then. Men 
was so calm. It was like a file, rasping and women I'd known all my life. Veiling their thoughts be- 
an old wound. “It’s a shame this had to hind sympathetic smirks. But I knew what they were thinking. 
happen, but he isn't really hurt. Go on They wanted us gone. They wanted the freak out of their town; 
home with him." back on the farm. 








When I led Larry away, hating them, they edged 
back. And I was glad. Glad that they were afraid. 


It was the only revenge Larry would ever have! 


And when Ma stared at Larry's mud-caked face 
at the door, he grinned, not knowing why her face 
went suddenly tight, and the tears started from 


We lived apart from the world. We always had. 
Eyer since Larry had been born. Here, there was no 
‘one to hoot and to jeer. No one to be afraid. I re- 
member thinking that, later, as I fed him supper. 
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Poor Larry. He'd already forgotten when we 
in the wagon. He smiled emptily, thinking his 
half-shaped thoughts as we drove home. 


were 
own 


At least she cared. She and Pa. After, Pa helped 


me wash the muck off Larry's face, and the 
seemed very far away. We were an island, we 


I remember being grateful . . . for his sake. 


town 
four, 


But I 


was a fool! I was blind! I didn't know, then! I 


didn't know how my parents really felt! I 
about my chores, with Larry always near, talki 
me, not making sense, happy. And that was a 
mattered to me. Larry's happiness. 

Can you understand? There was somethin, 
tween Larry and myself. Not just the bond of 


went 
ng to 


l that 


g be- 
lood. 


How can I explain it? There was a closeness. An 
understanding. I had no one else. I shared a world 
with him. A world that even Ma and Pa could never 
enter. I listened to him, and even if his ramblings 
were just words, his smile when I nodded was my 
reward. Just as his pain was my pain, so his happi- 


ness was my happiness. 


And there was pain in Larry’s face. Not just the 





pain of stares and jeers. Sometimes he remem 
things. The way he did a few days later. 


bered 
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We were walking across the open place in front of the barn, And I ached for him. I took his arni 
when suddenly Larry stopped. He stared down at the wet and led him to the road. 
ground near the watering trough and touched his face, and We had a game that we played, Larry 
I knew he was remembering the town and the kids and the and I. Down by the creek, where there 





was an old abandoned country cemetery, 
overgrown with tall sweet-smelling grass) 
No one ever went there. There was just 
the old tombstones, leaning in the sun 
... and peace. We'd gone there often as 
children, because Larry liked it. We'd 
play hide-and-seek. Larry would run off 
to crouch behind some bush, and I'd lie 
& in the soft grass, contented. He would 
think I could not find him and that 
would make him proud, delighted. 

We were playing that day when Pa 
came for us. The hours had gone by so 
quick. It was almost night, then. 

































Pa still had his pride, still felt shame. I tried 
to explain. I tried to tell him that Larry liked this 
place, that it didn't matter what people thought. 
But Pa didn't understand. There were still the chores. 
Pa was a farmer. The farm came first. 


In the near darkness, it seemed to me that Pa 
was angry, even though his voice was soft. 

*Dave, we've told you," he said. *We've asked 
you not to bring Larry here. What if someone saw 
you? Playing games...” 









Almost, I wished that Larry and I could stay 
here forever, away from people and what they were 
thinking, away from everything. 

We went home, and I did what had to be done. I 8 WT 
milked and swept, while Pa and Ma saw to it that 
Larry had his supper. 

It was past Larry’s bedtime when I went back to 
the house, I opened the front door. And then I knew 
why Pa had come to look for us. I knew why he’d 
insisted I get all the chores done and not skip any. 
Because he'd wanted me out of the way! Because 
he'd known they were coming! 

There were four of them. Townsiolk, led by 
Miller. They stood in a tight little knot around my 
parents. And Ma was crying. Pa's face was set hard. 
When he spoke, his voice was strained. 

“Lock up my son? I...I know you're right, 
Miller. But it isn't an easy thing to do!" 













































Pa's words made me see. For the first 
lime. It was as if I’d had scales over 
my eyes and the scales had suddenly 


"dropped away. I knew then that Larry 


was alone except for me. Because my 
father wasn't shouting. He wasn't raging 
al those four gaunt men who wanted to 
cage my brother up like an animal, to 
lock him away from the sun and the 
clean smell of growing things. He wasn't 
standing with clenched fists ready to fight 
for his own flesh and blood as I was. 
“Ma...” I thought. Ma was my-only 
hope, then. She wouldn't side with them. 
She couldn't! She'd cradled Larry in her 
arms. She'd held him, soft and helpless, 
lo her breast . . . before we'd known what 
he was. Surely she wouldn't betray him! 


went inside and I begged...I pleaded. 
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I shrank back in the darkness outside, and Mil- 
ler’s voice was cold, logical, and heartless. 

“Pm sorry, Walt. We all are. We didn’ 
come here. But he's dangerous! You know that!” 


Conscience! They spoke of conscience. They 
came to us with their mealy-mouthed fears, and they 
dared to speak to us of conscience. I wanted to 
shout at them, to tell them what I thought of them 
and their lying sympathy. But I didn't. Instead, I 
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But Ma looked up tearfully, and ripped my hopes to shreds. 
“You heard, Walt . . . what happened in town,” she said to 
Pa. “This time . . . no one was hurt! But what about . . . 












































“You know that as well as we do! He's strong, 
and not responsible! So far, he hasn't harmed any- 
one! But he will, sooner or later! Do you want that 
on your conscience?" 





t want to 





But it was useless. They just stared at me, not 
understanding how I felt, not even really listening. 
And finally, Pa sent me upstairs, to bed. 

I went, but I didn't stay. I went up to the room 
I shared with Larry and looked down at him, sleep- 
ing so quietly, so peacefully. And I couldn't stay. 













































I couldn't sleep while they sentenced Larry to a living “Walt, it’s the kids. Every time they 
death. In the end, I went back downstairs. I stood on the see Larry, they’re going to hoot at him. 
stairs, listening, and Miller's dry words drifted up to me. | It won't matter if we try to stop them. 
Kids are like that. They'll keep pester- 
ing him, like they did the other day. 
And eventually, it will happen. We want 
to be fair, but there’s no other choice. 
The boy has to be put away. For his own 
sake. If you won't do it, we're going to 
ask the county to do it.” 

“No!” That was Ma... Ma dredging 
up a protest at last from way down deep 
somewhere in her heart. But it was no 
good. 

"They're right, Martha," Pa said. 

“Sure, like I said, Martha," Miller 
echoed him. *It's for his own sake. The 
boy has got to be put away before he 
hurts somebody. Maybe kills *im!" 









That's when I came the rest of the way down the 
stairs. That's when Miller saw me. 

“Dave!” he said, “you mustn't take it so hard., 
We know how you must feel, but this is how it's got | 3 
to be. We're sorry, Dave...” id 


I did the shouting then. Sorry? They weren't 
sorry. They were a lying bunch of hypocrites. They 
didn't have hearts. I told them so. I shook my fist 
under Miller's nose and told him I wouldn't stand 
by and let him tear our lives to bits. 











Pa was on their side. He put his hand on my arm and tried And outside, when they tried to talk to 
to make me stop. But I didn't stop. I wanted them out of our "Pa again, I picked up the pitchfork | 
< house, out of our lives. I drove them out with my words. leaning against the porch railing. 














“Dave, No! Don’t!” screamed Pa. “Put it down! “Now,” I yelled. “Now you know how we feel! 
That won't help!” Pa would have taken the pitch- I'll put the fork down! After you've gone! After 
fork away from me, but I lunged at Miller before he you've gone and left us alone! We don’t want you 
got to me. Miller leaped back like a scared rabbit. here!” 

Scare them, I was thinking. 











Scare them so they wouldn’t have the 
guts to come back! But the way I felt, I 
wouldn’t have cared if Miller hadn’t 
leaped back. I wouldn’t have cared if the 
pitchfork had stabbed into the white 
softness of his belly. Because even as I 
lunged, I knew. It was no use. In the 
end, they’d win. In the end, they’d take 
larry away. Gentle, harmless Larry, 
whose only crime had been...to be 
what he was. 
They drove away with white faces. 
| And when I turned, Larry was there. 
He'd heard and come downstairs. He 
stood in the doorway, frightened. And 
then he came to me and took my hand 
for comfort. And when I patted his 
shoulder and told him everything was 
all right, he smiled at me. 





























But, everything wasn't all right! Pa talked to 
me later. At least, he tried. He waited until Larry 
was asleep again, and then he came and sat on my 
bed and talked to me about Miller and the others. 
But his words were just words. 

“Dave, don't you see?" he said softly. “Do you 
think your mother and I want to send our own flesh 
and blood away? You mustn’t hate us. Just as you 
mustn't hate Miller and the others. We're all just 
trying to do what's best.” 

“Best?” I’d never quarreled with Pa. He'd al- 
ways been kind. But this time, I shouted at him. 

| The way I’d shouted at Miller. 

“What do you know? What do the others know? 

| They don't feel as J feel?” 

“Tt will have to be this way, Dave,” Pa said. 

| “Your mother and I have always known it would 
come to this some day." 
















































































Pa rose and went to the door. *We always knew," he said. He left me alone and I thought about 
“We just didn't have the courage to face it. Now . . . there's it. I thought about it every second after 
no choice. You . . . you think about it, Dave!” that. I kept Larry by me. And Larry 

j must have sensed that something was 
wrong. Because he began to be fearful. 
Sometimes during the night I'd hear him 
whimper. And I'd talk to him until he 
smiled again. But he didn't smile much 
in those days. He seemed to know, when 
Ma or Pa looked after us pityingly, that 
something bad was soon to happen. 

But it didn't happen right away. There 
was a month of waiting. A month of 
watching my parents whispering together 
when they thought I was busy with some 
chore. A month when I hoped... when 
I prayed that things would go on as they 
had. 





Then it was time to go into town again. I thought: If Larry was with me, if he did noth- 
T I took Larry with me. I hitched the mare to the ing wrong, if the town saw that he was really gentle, 
post in front of Miller's store and I went inside. perhaps they'd forget. 








Inside, I smiled at Miller. But, he edged away, I watched Miller, suspiciously. And I didn't 
as if he were afraid that Larry might leap at him. notice Larry slip outside. 
I gave him my list and waited, tight-lipped, while He was standing by the wagon when I came out. 


he filled my order. And the children were there, laughing and jeering. 








If not for the children, it might have been all 
tight. The town might have let us be. But they 
jeered at Larry. They all must have heard what had 
appened when Miller and the others had been out 
at the farm, because one of them had a crude toy 
pitchfork made of scraps of wood, and he was jab- 
bing it at Larry, shouting something about being 
sent to the crazy-house. 


All I could think of was: Now it will happen! 
They'll say that Larry attacked one of them! 

I drove through them, knocking them down, scat- 
tering them, not caring, to get to Larry. I pushed 
him into the wagon, and I used my whip. 1 made 
our old farm horse rear and gallop off. 

And I got Larry away. 


I didn't hear it all, because just then, Larry 
moved. It wasn't his fault! He was frightened! It 
wasn't his fault that he wrapped his big hands 
around the toy pitchfork! It wasn't his fault that 
the boy holding it was too dumbfounded to let go 
and was thrown heavily to the ground! 


Only I didn't go home. Not home! There would 
be no refuge there. No safety. They'd come with 
their court orders and their false sympathy, and 
they'd lead Larry away. And I couldn't let that 
happen. I wouldn't! 

So I drove Larry to the old cemetery. And I 
played with him, I played his childish games with 
the tears clouding my vision. 












touched the neglected, long-forgotten graves . . . 


It wasn’t murder. Even now, I think that. It was 
mercy. I thought about it and I knew that it was 
the best thing I could do for Larry. 

But I didn’t do it right away. I waited. For 
darkness, I waited so that I would not see the blood. 
I waited until the sun was gone and there was a 
chill in the air. And then I took Larry’s hand and 
I led him to where there was a hollow between two 
graves. Where there were bushes with tiny flowers 
on them. 

Larry liked flowers. It was a good spot. I told 
him that we were going to play again, and his face 
lit up. I told him to kneel down in the little hollow 
while I hid. 

He was only a shadow in the darkness when he 
fell on his knees with his back to me. And he wait- 
ed like that, patiently, while I found part of an old 
tombstone that had long since broken off. 

Once, he spoke. *Now, Dave?” he said. 

4 “No, Larry. I haven't hidden yet," I answered 

as I walked back toward him with the heavy chunk 

of stone in my two hands. At least, my voice would 
be the last thing Larry would hear. The voice of 
someone who loved him. 

I hesitated only for an instant, when I held the 
chunk of stone raised high over his head. 


SINUS 
































There, in that peaceful place where we'd known so many 
happy hours, I tried to think, to plan. But there was no escape, 
no haven where they would not find us sooner or later. 

I don't know when I first thought of the answer. Perhaps it 
was when I lay with Larry in the grass, resting, after we'd 
played for a long while. The sun was so gentle, so warm. It 
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-.. and I found myself thinking of the 
men and women who rested here, under 
their blankets of sod, away from fears 
and worries. They had no problems! 1 
Nothing could touch them! 

Just as nothing could touch Larry... f 
if he were dead! 
















































Then, I brought it down. 
His skull broke and I was grateful for the dark- 
ness. Grateful that I could not see the warm liquid 
| that spurted up over my hands. 

Three times I struck. I had to be sure. Then it 
was over. Larry was dead. 


He was free. 
































I was at peace when I went home. Inside, I could 
even smile a little when I opened the front door 
and saw Miller and the others with my parents. The 
vultures had gathered quickly! But they would go 
home hungry! They couldn’t hurt Larry now! They 
would think he’d run away, and they would look for 
him, but they would never find him. 

Pa was seated at the table. He was signing some 
papers. And Ma was sobbing softly beside him. 

“So you’ve agreed,” I said. “Those are the com- 
mitment papers, aren’t they?” 

Pa nodded. He couldn’t speak at first. But he got 
the words out finally. “Yes, Dave. Is... is Larry 
ith you?” 

Larry? Larry was sleeping! Larry was at rest! 
Only I didn’t tell them that. I pretended I didn’t 
know where he was. I acted. 

“If he’s not around the house,” I said, “he’s 
probably gone out looking for me. Do you want me 
to go and find him?” 

But I couldn’t control myself. Pa. Miller. The 
others. They all looked so grim. And their grimness 
| was wasted. They couldn't touch Larry now. 

I couldn't help it. I smiled. And then I was 
laughing. It was hysteria. I know that. I tried to 
control it, but I couldn’t. I laughed. I threw back 
my head and I roared. And they all looked at me 
so kindly. So pityingly. 

“Son, don’t! Don’t take it so hard,” Miller said 
quietly. “It’s for the best.” 








Larry was free, and my servitude was only begin- Padi 
ning. For the rest of my life I would remember what — 2 
I had done. 

I buried him there in the old cemetery where we (NW 
had played. I dug the soft earth with sticks, with ‘$ 
my fingers, and I covered him gently. Then I went 
to the creek and washed the blood and earth away. 




















The fool! Miller and his papers! Papers didn't 
mean anything to Larry any more. I was the one 
who had decided Larry's fate! Me! Someone who 

7 loved him! Let them look for Larry! 

Z I laughed. And then Miller took my arm. 


"Dave! Try to control yourself!" 
5385 4772 
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Control myself? It was because of him that Larry 
was dead! I flung his hand off my arm. I didn't 
want his sympathy. 

“Dave,” he said calmly. “This is no good. Try 
to think of it as... well, as a sort of vacation! It 
won’t be so bad!” 


“There'll be folks there who understand people 
like you. You might even be allowed to have vis- 
itors. Why, if you’re real good, they might even let 
Larry come see you once in a while.” 

That was when I heard the screaming for the 
first time. In that moment when I knew. When they 
told me the truth! And the screams were mine. They 
came from my throat as I fought. 











No, I didn't understand at all. Until Miller took 
my arm again. This time, he held it tightly. And 
one of the other men took my other arm. * 

“You wouldn't give us any trouble, would you, 
son?" Miller was saying. “Why this place you're 
going to is just like a fancy hotel! 





It hadn't been Larry they'd wanted. It had never 
been Larry! I screamed out of my agony of soul. 
But they didn't know that. They didn't know about 
Larry lying under his blanket of sod. 

Only I know that. Sitting here in this little cell, 
with the thick padding on the walls, I think about 
it. Every moment, every hour, every day. 
If only I could stop screaming. 
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 





Editors, 

If I may be so crude, my first im- 
pression of SHOCK can be summed up 
in the well-worn phrase that has been 
used so many times in the past five 
years: “E.C. has done it again!” 

Seriously, SHock absolutely tops 
anything E.C. has done since its in- 
ception by Bill Gaines's father. I have 
never enjoyed a magazine more, The 
stories were realistically and thought- 
fully written and truly got across the 
"shock" impact promised by the title. 
All were well done, so I have not been 
able to decide upon a favorite. I think 
The Jacket hit me the hardest in issue 
#1. 
And before I forget, I must mention 
the art. I have never seen Jack Kamen 
in better form. I always have admired 
his work, and this is positively his 
best. Hats off to Jack for making the 
“Picto-” portion of “Picto-Fiction” 
the very best in magazine art. 

I hope SHock and “Picto-Fiction” 
enjoy a very large success. 

Fred Von Bernewitz 
Silver Springs, Md. 


Gentlemen: 

I have just finished reading the first 
issue of Sock, and believe me when 
I say that this is the first magazine I 
ever liked so much that I felt it my 
duty to write to the Editors and com- 
ment on it. 

My curiosity was aroused as soon as 
I saw the cover. I glanced through it 
quickly and decided to buy it. 

Well, I sure didn’t get anything 
done but reading that night. I started 
the first story, and it seems that I just 
couldn’t put it down. I believe your 
magazine will really hit the big time 
once it gets known to everyone. And 
you can count on me to help spread 
the good news around. 

Thanks so much for something new 
and different in the world of reading 
entertainment. 

B. Young 
Muncie, Indiana 


Gentlemen: 

Who would have thought that at my 
age...36...I would have so much 
to learn about current social problems 
and their whys and wherefores in the 
mental processes of individuals. 

Your stories have "shock value," 
yes. But they also have psychological 
insight. 

George R. Tullis 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Dear Sirs; 

I picked up a copy of SHOCK today 
and I was shocked. I never thought 
E.C. would print such trash. 

Dennis Rullo 
Astoria, L. I. 


Dear Editors, 

In your new “Picto-Fiction” mag, 
Snock, you have outdone yourselves. 
The expertly made drawings by Jack 
Kamen are splendid. The daring 
stories, frankly relating the shocking 
social problems of today are magni- 
ficent. SHOCK ILLUSTRATED ranks 
highest in my book. 

John L. Townsley 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Dear Editors: 

May I be among the first to con- 
gratulate you on SHock ILLUsTRATED. 
It is just the magazine I have been 
waiting for. If future issues are as 
terrific as this first one, you'll revolu- 
tionize the magazine publishing in- 
dustry. 

York Anderson 
Manistique, Michigan. 


Dear Editors: 

Tve just finished reading Sock 
from cover to cover. I'm rather dis- 
appointed. 

‘The purpose of the magazine is very 
worthwhile, and it is different. How- 
ever, it does not come up to the 
expectations suggested by the cover. 

On the basis of the first issue, the 
magazine is a waste of time and 
money. Now I don’t consider myself 
an authority on psychology, nor do 
I know half of what I'd like to. Actu- 
ally, I am very interested in the sub- 
ject. Your magazine does not help me 
to learn anything, and that was very 
disappointing. 

Arlene Silvers 
Bronx, N. Y. 


Sirs: 

Bouquets: 

Vividly and cleverly portrays the 
phenomena of insight, transference, 
and establishing rapport. 

Acquaints laymen with analysis. 

Really revolutionary presentation of 
a very difficult, and often misunder- 
stood subject. 

E. Russo 
(Psychiatric Aide) 
Hilo, Hawaii, T. of H. 


Dear Editors, 

Your new “Picto-Fiction” idea i 
really great. The most unique am 
original idea to appear for a lo 
time. Not only is the art work excel 
lent, but the stories are written will 
great originality and  aptness 
thought. Three cheers and a big pal 
on the back for Mr. Gaines, Mr. Feli] 
stein, and their wonderful crew. 

Joel Schumache| 
Woodside, N. Y. 
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Dear Editors: 

I just got through reading Sxocx} 
ILLUSTRATED and you hit the jackpot 
again. Keep up the good work. 

Linda Tweed| 
Boonton, N. J. 


Gentlemen: 

I find “Picto-Fiction” a most enjoy! 
able method of reading . . . completely] 
different and new in idea. 

Barbara Jeng 
Bronx, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs, 

I can tell you honestly and for cer- 
tain, I never in my life enjoyed read. 
ing a magazine as much as I did in 
reading yours. Thank you. 

Floyd W. Lawrence 
San Diego, Calif. 


Please address all correspondence to; 
Shock Illustrated, Room 706, Dept. 2, 
225 Lafayette Street, New York 12,N.Y, 


They stood about in the quiet tourist 
cabin, inhaling the musty-sweet odor of 
cheap perfume, and looking down at the 
mutilated body of the woman lying on the 
floor beside the rumpled, blood-stained 
bed. And when they spoke, it was almost 
a whisper, as if, unconsciously, they 
sensed a certain respect due the dead, no 
matter what she’d been when she was 
alive. 

“It’s her all right,” the sheriff nodded. 
*He-finally did it! He finally killed her! 
Everybody said he’d do it! Everybody 
said he'd kill her someday ...when he 
found out about her! And now he's done 
at? 

"Lord," choked the deputy, kneeling 
down. *Her face's been battered to a 
pulp! Can't even make out her features! 
He musta been awful mad!” 


PA ses 
7 TL A É 
7 


ji ” 


ry 











The sheriff nodded again, absently, as if in agree- 
ment with his deputy. 

“Yep! Awful mad!" he said finally. “An’ what guy 
wouldn't be . . . with a wife like that?” 

His voice trailed off and he stared down at the 
bloodied figure in the cheap negligee, with the red 
smear where her face should have been. 

“Boy,” said the deputy. “She sure is cut up! It 
looks like he tried to hack her face off with his 
knife!" He turned away, feeling sick. 





"Ain't got any proof yet," he went on. “We’ll 
have to establish the identity of the body first. It's 
a formality.” He turned to the door. “I’ll go talk to 
him anyway. You get her into town meanwhile." 

“Sure thing," said the deputy, following him out 
of the cabin. 





The sheriff was still nodding, silently approving 
of some far-away thought. The deputy arose, palely, 
and waited. 

“Well,” said the sheriff, “He was bound to find 
out sooner or later. It was just a question of time!" 

“You gonna pick "im up, Sheriff?” asked the 
deputy. “You gonna swear out a warrant?" 


"Not yet." The sheriff shook his head. 





The two men in white leaned against the morgue 
wagon, smoking silently. The deputy motioned to 
them. “Okay, you guys! Let's get her out of here 
and clean up the joint." 

The sheriff sauntered down to the car with the 
gold star painted on the side. “See you later, Fred,” 
he called back over his shoulder. 





Five minutes later, the sheriff pulled up in front 
of Harry Wismer's house and cut the ignition. 

Harry sat out in front in the shade of a towering 
elm, whittling. He looked up as the man with the 
badge swung from the car. 

“Howdy, Sheriff,” he smiled. 

“Howdy, Harry,” said the sheriff soberly. 

“Nice day,” said Harry. 

“Yep,” The sheriff looked up at the afternoon 
sky. “Sure is. Where’s Lila, Harry?” 





Harry stopped whittling. “Huh? Come clean? 
"Bout what?” He squinted up at the sheriff. 
“You'd better come clean,” the sheriff repeated. 
“We found her body in that tourist cabin!” 
Harry’s mouth dropped open. He got to his feet 
slowly. “Found . . . whose body?" he stammered. 
“Lila’s,” the sheriff snapped. 





“Lila?” Harry knitted his brow. “What do you 
want with Lila?” 

“Where is she, Harry?” insisted the sheriff. “You 
know?” He studied the man seated before him. 

“Visitin’,” Harry smiled. “She’s visitin’ her sis- 
ter. Went over there last night. She ain’t come home 
yet.” 

“You better come clean, Harry,” said the sheriff. 





Harry swayed. He stared at the man with the tin 
badge and the grim face and the look of steel in 
his eyes. “Lila? She... she's dead?” 

The sheriff nodded. “Murdered. And you can cut 
out the play-actin’, Harry! We all know why you did 
it! So there’s no use pretendin’ surprise! We all 
knew about her long before you did! An’ I, for one, 
can’t say I blame you! She had it comin!" 


Harry looked at the sheriff. Overhead, a song 
sparrow warbled its melodic call. A breeze wafted 
through the elm. The sparrow skittered and flew off. 

“You...you say you knew? You all knew?" 
Harry looked down at his whittling. 

“The whole town knew, Harry,” the sheriff said. 
“You was the only one who didn’t know about Lila!” 


Harry toed the grass, pressing down a fat clump. 
“Everyone else knew, eh?” he said. 

“Everyone!” The sheriff nodded. “Shucks, many’s 
the time I wanted to tell you about her! About how 
no good she was! But I couldn't! I jus’ couldn't 
bring myself to do it! I figured... Harry... he'll 
find out by himself! It’s only a question of time!” 





The sheriff waited. Harry just stared at the fat 
squashed clump of grass. 

“C’mon, Harry," he said finally. *Let's go.” 

Harry looked up sharply. His eyes flashed. 

“Go where, Sheriff?” he snapped. 

“Why, downtown, o° course,” the sheriff grinned. 
“You want to confess, don’t you? It'll make it easier 
on you if you do!” 





The sheriff took Harry’s arm. Harry pulled it 
away. He shook his head. a 
“I’m not confessin’ to nuthin’, Sheriff! If you 
want me to go downtown with you, you'll have to 
arrest me first!" 
The sheriff's face flushed. His eyes blazed. 
“Okay, Harry, if that's the way you want it!”? 
Harry nodded. 
“That’s the way I want it!” 





Harry began to whittle deliberately. The sheriff 
eyed the gleaming knife. 

“You're makin’ a big mistake, Harry," he shook 
his head. “Right now, everybody in town under- 
stands! A jury might be inclined to recommend le- 
niency under the circumstances!" 

“Circumstances?” Harry pursed his lips and blew 
away some chips. “What do you mean?” 


The sheriff chuckled. 

“She had you fooled since the first day you came 
to this town, Harry! She was like that before you 
met her!” 

“Before?” Harry glared. “An’ nobody told me?” 

“Nobody thought you’d be fool enough to fall for 
Lila, Harry! Not serious! We figured you'd be like 
the rest. Jus’ for laughs!” The sheriff shrugged. 








“You findin’ out about Lila,” said the sheriff. 
“About her so-called ‘visitin’ trips’!” 

Harry eyed the stick he’d been carving down to 
a needle point. “Everybody knew about them, too?” 
he asked, softly. 

“Shucks, yes! Fact is, we was all wonderin’ how 
dumb you really were!” said the man with the.star. 

“She had me fooled for a long time,” said Harry. 





“Then,” he went on, “when you an’ Lila became 
engaged, we were afraid to tell you!” 

“Why?” cried Harry. “Why? Why were you 
afraid to tell me?” 

“Well, cripes, Harry,” said the sheriff. “No guy 
likes to find out that the dame he’s in love with an’ 


wants to marry has been with every guy in town!” 











































































































































































































































































































































































































“N-no,” Harry whispered, “I guess not." “Shucks, we figured maybe she'd changed! We 


“So we all kept our mouths shut,” exclaimed the figured maybe she'd be all right with you!" the 
sheriff, “We hoped you'd find it out for yourself. sheriff cried. “We really hoped so!” 
Only . . . only you didn’t,” Harry turned away. He stared down at his whit- 
“So you let me marry her! You let me go through tling. “I was pretty blind,” he said. 
with it!” Harry almost screamed it. “TIl say,” the sheriff snorted. “When she began 


goin’ away on those visitin’ trips to her ‘sister’s’, 
we all knew what was up! 








“She was startin’ all over again,” said Harry. The song sparrow piped across the road. Harry 
“The guys in town kept away, Harry. Believe me,” examined his whittling absently, fingering the 

said the sheriff. “They didn’t want no trouble. But gleaming blade of the switch knife. 

she’d hang around the bar, or the station, and pick “Think I'll get off light?” he whispered. 

up the transients. Guys travelin’ through.” “Sure,” said the sheriff. “Now, c’mon along.” 
“She kept it up for over a year before I found "T'm not goin’,” said Harry flatly. 


out," said Harry. 
"Can't see how it took so long," the sheriff 
shrugged. 
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“Dont be a fool, Harry," pleaded the sheriff. 
“Not voluntary, anyway," Harry continued. “If 
you want me, you'll have to go get yourself a war- 


rant an’ arrest me!” 
n 


“That’s easy to do, Harry! 
“I know! Then go do it!” 





Harry spun around, his eyes flashing. “I’m not 
denyin' it...nor am I confessin' it, Sheriff," he 
snapped. *Now go get your warrant!" 

“You're a durn fool, Harry!" The sheriff shook 
his head. “Okay. I'll be back.” 


“I’m sure you will,” said Harry. 





` do nothin’ foolish, Harry. Like tryin’ to leave town. 










The sheriff eyed him coldly. “You deny it and- 
it'll mean the chair when we prove it, Harry," he 
said. 

“I reckon so,” said Harry. 

“But if you confess now,” the sheriff went on, 
“if you confess that it was in anger ... that some- 
thin’ snapped when you surprised her in that tourist 
cabin . . . well, you might get off easy. We all under- 
stand." 


Tw 
PR 
The sheriff stamped off toward his car. *Don't * eA 


I'm warnin' you,” he threw back over his shoulder. 
“Don’t worry, Sheriff,” Harry smiled wryly. “I’m 
stayin’ right here.” 
The sheriff climbed into his car and started the 
engine. “S’long, Harry,” he said. 





1. 
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The sheriff gunned the engine and sped away to- 
ward town. Harry stood quietly, staring after the 
disappearing car. Then he looked up at the late 
afternoon sky. It would be getting dark pretty soon, 
he thought. He turned and sank down to the cool 
grass and began whittling again. 





He squinted into the darkness, now. He could see 
the woman approaching, swinging her hips as was 
her habit. In one hand she carried a small overnight 
bag. In the other, a lit cigarette. 

Harry watched the dancing orange tip of the cig- 
arette as it drew near. Then he stood up. 

The woman hesitated. 

“Harry? That you?” 
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The sun crept down behind the western ridge and 
threw up purple streaks on the lazy clouds above. 
The chimney swifts chattered in the greying twilight 
as they flittered high overhead. The bats crept out 
of their musty lairs, blinked their blind eyes, and, 
screaming their silent screams, leaped into the night. 

Harry looked up, finally, as the footsteps re- 
sounded up the silent street. 





“Yep,” said Harry quietly. “It’s me!” 

The woman sighed and put down her bag. She 
moved toward Harry, slipped her arms around his 
waist, and turned her head up, waiting for her cus- 
tomary kiss. Harry’s face was a mask as he looked 
down at the painted mouth so near his. 

“Have a nice visit... at your sister's, Lila?" he 
hissed between clenched teeth. 











Lila backed off. Something was wrong. She could 
tell. *Oh, the usual," she said, studying his face. 
“And you? What did you do while I was visitin'?" 

He bent and picked up her bag and motioned to 
her to precede him up the porch steps. He followed 
close behind, watching her shapely legs move into 
the house. “As a matter of fact, I had a visitor today, 
too!” he said, finally. 





“You? Arrest you? What for?” For a moment Lila 
thought this was all some sort of joke. But Harry 
looked so serious, and he was taking the key out of 
the lock and putting it in his pocket. 

“They found some dame in a tourist cabin out on 
the highway,” he said in the same dull voice. “She 
was dead. They think it's you!” 


She turned, smiling, to face him. He had put 
down the bag and stood now with his back to the 
door. “Oh? Really? Who?” she asked, acting in- 
terested. 

“The sheriff,” he said without expression. 

“The sheriff?” A million thoughts raced through 
Lila’ brain. “What did... he want?” 

She watched as Harry reached behind him and 
turned the key in the doorlock. 

“He came to arrest me,” he said. 











“Me?!” Lila stared at Harry. 

“And they think / did it! They think I murdered 
you!” Harry stared back at her. 

“What... what made them... think that?" Lila 
stammered. She felt suddenly cold, uncovered. 

“Don’t you know Lila?” Harry hissed. 

He brought out the switch knife. Lila gave a short 
little cry of dismay. 








The click resounded in the silence. The gleaming He plodded toward her, the knife cutting slow 


blade whipped outward, snapping into place. slices through the air. 

*H-Harry!" Lila backed off. *Harry, put down “Everybody else knew about you, Lila! Everybody 
that whittlin’ knife!" else but me! I trusted you!” 

“Everybody else knows, Lila," he hissed. “You She backed off until there was no place else to 
sure you don't know?” go. Then she sunk to the floor at the base of the 

“Harry!” she screamed. wall, whimpering. 


“Now I know! And now I am going to kill you! | 
Because you deserve to die!" He stood over her. | 
l 





They stood about in the quiet living room of “He . . . he was bound to find out sooner or later,” 
Harry Wismer’s home, inhaling the musty-sweet odor said the sheriff. “It was just a question of time!” 
of cheap perfume, and looking down at the mutilated “Yeah,” said the deputy. “Just a question of 
body of Harry’s wife lying on the blood-soaked rug. time.” 




















Joseph Fairbanks and I had been old, 
old friends. We'd met in our freshman 
year at Medical School, and, through our 
internship and on into our practicing 
years, our friendship had grown. 

Joseph had gone on to become one of 
the nation's outstanding surgeons, and I 
had enjoyed no small success as a heart 
specialist. Perhaps you've heard of me? 
Carl Winston? Well, no matter. To go on. 

Neither Joseph nor I had ever mar- 
ried. And so, consequently, as we'd grown 
older, we'd sought out each other's com- 
pany more and more to fill the lonely 
hours of our bachelor life. 

When our virile days had passed, and 
a contentment for just sitting before an 
open fire and sipping brandyrhad come 
upon us, we'd slacked off on our social 
encounters. But we'd still made it a point 
to visit each other's homes once a week 

. on Friday nights. 

I remember last night so clearly . . . 
coming up the winding road that led to 
the old mansion where Joseph lived alone 
with his manservant for my regular Fri- 
day night visit. I remember the cold- 
white moon, and the old house silhouetted 
against the glowing sky. And I remember 
the sudden chill that shot up my spine. 
The sudden fear . . . 
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Although why I should have been frightened of 
anything at that point, I will never know. It was 
a ritual I’d gone through a hundred times before. 
Joseph would meet me at the door... 

"Come in, Carl. Come in," he would always say. 

“Good evening, Joseph," I would answer. “How 
have you been this past week?” 

“Fine, fine. Give me your hat and muffler and 
go make yourself comfortable . . . " He'd nod toward 
the roaring fire and the two high-backed plush chairs 
he'd always have pulled up, waiting. 


And that would be the evening. Quiet. Simple. 
Just two old friends . . . getting together for small 
talk on a Friday evening. Usually, it would be very 


pleasant. Except for when Joseph would bring up 
that silly theory of his, and we'd begin to argue 
again about it. We always argued about it. 

“But actually, Carl, how do we know? How sure 
can we be that a man is really dead?" he would ask. 


Since neither Joseph nor I had any families or 
close relatives, we'd arranged our wills so that if 
one of us died, the other would inherit his estate. 
Which would amount to a pretty penny, since each 
of us had made a great deal of money in our life- 
time. But I digress from my story. 

“Will it be the usual, Carl?” he'd say when he'd 
put away my things. “Brandy?” 

"That would be fine, Joseph. Ah, the fire feels 
good tonight. This damp weather always settles in 
my bones." I'd start the small talk. 


"Who is to say that he cannot still feel . . . still 
hear . . . still see what is going on around him?” 

"He cannot, my dear Joseph," I would answer, 
"because his heart has stopped beating. The blood 
no longer flows to his brain. The cells die for lack 
of oxygen. And you are enough of a doctor, even in 
your senility, to know that a dead brain cell is in- 
capable of receiving stimuli." 





I think that the older we'd gotten, the more child- 
ish we'd become about this continuous disagreement 
over Joseph's ridiculous theory. We'd come to fight 
about it, the way children fight about who's to be 
“it” in a game of tag. ; 

“Ah ... but that's just the point, Carl!” he'd 
wave a gnarled finger at me. “Suppose the brain cells 
do not die minutes after the heart stops beating!” 


“Reduced metabolism!” I’d scoff. “Shock! How 
ridiculous!” 

“Ridiculous, no!” he’d insist. “Possible! Very 
possible! In a state of shock, where the functions of 
the brain cells are curtailed, the little oxygen left 
in the protoplasm at the moment of heart failure 
would be enough to prolong the life of the cell for 
hours!” 


“Suppose that they continue to live for hours . . . 
yes, even days after the heart stops. Then what?” 

“But we know that brain cells cannot last for 
fifteen minutes without oxygen,” I’d reason. 

“Tn their normal state, yes,” he’d agree. “But sup- 
pose that, at the moment of heart cessation . . . 
whether through body injury or simple failure . . . 
suppose that the brain cells go into a state of shock 
... of reduced metabolism . . . ” 





“So a dead man, according to your theory, is not 
really dead when he is pronounced dead, eh?" Pd 
laugh. *He can still feel, see and hear, although he 
cannot move. Is that what you're saying, Joseph?" 

“That’s what I'm saying, Carl," he'd nod. “Just 
think of the countless corpses you've seen whose 
eyes are still open, until they are thoughtfully pressed 
closed with pennies or wads of cotton...” 








“Think of the horror," he'd go on. “The horror 
of having your eyes forced shut and held shut . . . 
when your eyes can still see!” 

“This theory of yours is sheer poppycock,” I'd 
say. “I will not hear any more...” 

"Think of the horror of listening to your blood 
being pumped out of your body . . . of embalming 
fluid being forced in!" He'd ignore my threat. 
“Think of the excruciating pain . . . " 





It would go on like that, until I could 
not stand it any longer. Until I would 
leap from my seat and shout: 





“And think of having to listen to your own funeral 
ceremony, Carl . . . of feeling the closeness of the 
the lid being slammed shut . . . perhaps 

"Stop it, Joseph!" I'd almost shout it. 

“Think of how it would be to feel yourself being 
lowered into your grave, Carl . . . the thumping of 
earth being shoveled down on top of you... " He'd 
rave on. "And then . . . and only then . . . really 
dying." 





As T said before, Joseph and I were just like a couple of 
kids. I'd have to threaten “not to play" in order to get him to 
stop his nonsense. The rest of the evening would be pleasant, 





though, and we'd part the best of friends once more. 

But last night, I'd had that sudden premonition . . . that 
sudden chill! As if last night was to be different . . . 

"Will it be the usual," Joseph said, when he put away my 
things. “Brandy?” 

“Brandy will be fine, Joseph,” I nodded. 


“Good Lord, Joseph! Enough! Enough, 
already! I shall leave your house this 





minute if you persist in continuing this 
ghoulish conversation!” 









Yes, last night was different. Very different! 
We sat before the roaring fire, Joseph and I, sip- 
ping our brandies, and making small talk, and he 
didn't once bring up his ridiculous theory. Instead, 
he talked of investments, and bad luck, and some 
such drivel while I waited gleefully, not paying 
much attention to what he was talking about. You 
see, l'd thought of a new argument against his 
theory, and I was mulling it over in my mind. 

“ |.. so you see, Carl! I'm bankrupt. I’m stone 
broke. I haven't a dime!" 














*Don't be silly, Carl," he said, sar- 
castically. “I have no. intention of bor- 
rowing any money from you! 

“Instead, I’m taking it! Your whole 
fortune! Because in a few seconds, you 
will be dead! Yousee. .. 

“T’ve poisoned your brandy!” 


















I swallowed the last of my brandy, and suddenly 
the meaning of what Joseph had said exploded in my 
brain, snapping me out of my thoughts. 

“Eh? Wha... ? Joseph... did you say you were 
bankrupt?” I gasped. 

“That’s right, Carl,” he said grimly. “And unless 
I come up with money . . . a great deal of money, I'll 
lose the house . . . everything!” 

“Well, why so glum, Joseph?” I laughed. “We’re 
old friends. I'll gladly lend you whatever you'll need 
to see you through...” 


The brandy snifter slipped from my hands and shattered on 
the floor. I staggered to my feet. I felt weak and dizzy, and my 
arms and legs were tingling . . . growing numb. 

“Joseph,” I gasped. “No! You couldn’t...” 

“Oh, couldn't I, Carl?” he snickered. 

I looked around. Everything began to spin. Blur. 

“If you’re looking for the servant, he’s not here! I gave him 
the night off!” 
























I was half-way across the room, when I simply 
collapsed to the floor. I tried to move. I tried to 
speak. But it was no use. It was as though I were 
completely paralyzed. 

“Good-bye, Carl," I heard Joseph say. “And thank 


you for the inheritance...” 


I started toward the door at the far end of the 
room. Joseph's laboratory. 
“Don’t bother trying an emetic, Carl," he laughed. 
“The poison is a fast-acting one. It wouldn't help 
(IRR S 
Suddenly, I felt an excruciating pain in my chest. 


























Dead? How could I be dead? I could 
still see, still feel, still hear. I could hear 
Joseph walk to the phone, lift the re- 
ceiver, and dial a number. 

“Hello, Norton Funeral Home? That 
you, Ben? This is Doc Fairbanks. You'd 
better get over here . . . and bring your 
wicker! Old Doc Winston just died. Yes. 
At my house. A heart attack . . .” 


He came and stood over me. I could see clearly, yet I could 
not move my eyes. They were glued in that one position. Joseph 
moved into my line of vision and knelt beside me. I could feel 
him lift my limp hand, press his fingertips to my wrist. 

*No pulse," he whispered. Then he laughed. *You're dead, 
Carl! You're stone dead . . . and I’m rich again!” 
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I heard Joseph hang up. I heard his footsteps 
approach. I saw his face when he leaned over me... 
his leering face. 

“Poor Carl,” he sneered. “How we used to argue 

. about silly theories . . . about theories that I 
never really believed myself! 

“But I never could get you angry enough, could 
I, Carl? I never could get you so upset you’d drop 
dead! No! I had to poison you to get your money..." 








Oh, Lord, what was he saying . . . thinking I 
couldn't hear him . . . knowing I was dead! What was 
my best friend, my old friend, dear Joseph, saying 
to me as he grinned down and bragged: 

“Tt will be so simple, Carl. I’m a physician. PI 
sign the death certificate. Heart failure. Death by 4 
natural causes. No one would question a surgeon's $ 
word. No one. And when the will is read, I'll sob 


fj >), quietly and mourn your passing . . 
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The front doorbell rang and Joseph 
went to answer it. Ben Norton came in 
looking very sad. 

“Tt was awful," Joseph shook his head. 
“Awful. One minute, sitting there sipping 
his brandy. The next minute, dead . . .” 
*How'd it happen, Doc," Ben asked. 
“His heart," said Joseph. 


"We were arguing about a medical theory of mine. Carl 
began shouting. I always used to warn him about becoming 
emotionally upset. But, this time . . . well...it just went...” 

“Too bad. Such a nice guy, too," sighed Ben. “Well, I'll 
get his body on downtown...” 

“TIl go with you, Ben," said Joseph. “And... oh . . . since 
I'm the only one in the world Carl had . . . no family, you know 
... there's no use dragging this out. Arrange for a small digni- 
fied funeral . . . for tomorrow...” 

“Sure,” Ben nodded. “Why waste time? C’mon, lend me a 
hand. I got the wicker in the truck...” 


















You! You who are reading this story! How càn you under- 
stand how I felt? How can you know the horror that crept up 
my rigid spine? I was dead! Dead by all standards! And yet I 


could feel, could see, could hear! 


I could hear them come in with the creaking wicker. I could 
feel them lift me. I could see things move past my line of 
sight as they carried me to the waiting basket-coffin. 

"Yep" Ben, thesundertaker was: saying. “Ol Doc Winston 


was sure a nice guy... 


Ben reached down and I felt his fingertips touch 


my eyelids, pushing them closed. And now, I was 
shrouded in the darkness of death. But I could 
imagine what was happening. I could feel them lift 
the wicker . . . carry it outside. They were putting 
me into the back of the black panel truck with the 
curtained windows. 

y, now," I could hear Ben say. 

y?" Joseph laughed. *He can't feel the 


I could see them looking down at me 
as I lay stiffly in the wicker. But I couldn't 
blink . . . couldn't move an eyelid or 
a finger or a toe. I couldn't do anything, 
except lie there. I was dead. Never to live 
again. Ever... 

"Look, Ben! His eyes . 

“Yeah, Doc. I know. They're open. Al- 
most like he was seeing us, eh? Well...” 


I could hear them get into the front seat . . . 
hear the door slam shut . . . hear the engine start. 

I could feel the motion of the hearse as we drove 
down into town to the funeral parlor. | 
We rode for a while and then the truck squealed 
to a stop. There was a moment of silence. | 
“Well,” Joseph said, “here we are...” | 

“Help me get him out,” Ben answered. “I might# 
as well get right to work on him if you want that" 
funeral in the morning . . .” 





I could hear the rear doors of the hearse open The wicker lid creaked open. I was lifted out 
again. I could feel the wicker being lifted and car- onto a cold, flat surface . . . a marble table. 
ried into the silent white room with the needles and “TIl get things ready,” said Ben. “Care to watch?” 
jars and tubes. I could smell the cheap perfume that “I don’t mind,” Joseph answered, a trace of eager- 
tried to hide the odors of formaldehyde and death. ness in his voice. 

“Put it down right here,” said Ben softly. f 

“Right . . .” Joseph grunted. 








I could hear the rustling whisper of “How’s this one? Plain pine. Satin lined. The cheapest one 
hoses, the sharp clinking of bottles, the I’ve got,” he said. It echoed hollowly as he dropped it. 
hum of a pump-motor starting. “That will do fine,” said Ben. 
Ben was getting ready to embalm me! I felt myself being lifted again . . . being placed into the Z 
I wanted to scream .. . to cry out . . . to coffin. I could feel the smooth satin against my dead hands... ^ 
beg them to stop. But dead men don’t the camphored newness . . . the closeness around me. 
scream. Dead men don’t cry out. Dead “There,” said Ben, “that will do till morning . . . ” 






men only lie stiffly, listening, feeling, and A “PIL run along now," said Joseph. “You'll arrange every- 
crying out inside. thing? A simple service? The plot... ?” 

“First, we drain the blood,” said Ben. 
I felt what must have been a needle enter- 
ing my arm. But there was no pain. 
Joseph had been wrong in his theory. 
For there was no pain, even as the last 
drop of blood dripped out of my body 
and I heard it gurgling down a drain 
somewhere. 

“Now, we pump in the embalming 
fluid,” said Ben. 

Another pump began to hum. Another 
needle pressed into my dead flesh. More 
gurgling. 

“PIL see about a coffin,” said Ben. 

“Not too expensive, now,” said Joseph. 
“Carl was a plain man. A plain coffin | 
would be most fitting." 

The cheap old bat. Joseph didn’t want/J/ 
to see any of his inheritance wasted. 

Ben went out of the room and cam 
back dragging something. 
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Footsteps echoed away. The mortuary door shut. 
A key rattled in a lock. Silence closed in. 

How long I lay there, I do not know. Perhaps 
time, to one who is dead, is immeasurable. The next 
thing I remember was the lid being slammed down 

..and Ben's voice... 
“All right. Hand me the hammer . . ." 


I felt myself being moved again . . . 
being rolled down a long hall to where 
lillies and crepe rustled. 

A voice began . . . droning monoton- 
ously. My funeral oratio: 

* ,. . and so, in parting, 
into the morning chapel, “we can bow 
our heads in solemn rememberance of 
Dr. Carl Winston. He lived. He died. But 
his memory ... his work lives on after 
him in our hearts . . .” 


it echoed * 


I lay in the satin darkness while Ben nailed down 
the lid of the coffin. And the hammer-blows echoed 
around me like a final drum-roll. 

This was to be my funeral. And I was to hear 
and feel it all. 

“The chapel is full.” That was Joseph's voice. 

re ready to begin...” 


The sensations ‘seemed to come quicker now. The voice 
stopped. Footsteps skidded past the coffin. An occasional sob. 
I was being moved again. The sound of a motor filtered 
through to me. The motiori of riding. Then, the coolness of open 
air. The voice once more... 
. ashes to ashes. Dust to 

“Lower the coffin...” 

The scraping of my coffin being lowered. The footsteps, 
crunching aw 
of dirt, crashing down above me on the coffin lid. The horror 
of it... the helpless, silent-screaming horror of it . . . 


The sound of a spade in dirt. The hollow boom 








But now, suddenly, the shoveling has stopped. 
There is laughter around. And voices. 

Ben's voice. 

“All right, Doc. That's enough. It's almost time, 
jsn't it?" 

And Joseph's voice, answering him. 

“Almost. Open it up...” 





Fingers touch my eyes. I look up into a night sky, filled with 


I hear the lid creak open. I feel the rush of fresh 
air caressing my face. 

"Carl" Joseph is bending over me, "are you 
convinced? Carl? You can hear me, I know you can! 
Are you convinced now?" 

“Open his eyes, Doc. Let him see . . . 


” 





Ben Norton is beside Joseph, grinning 


a million twinkling stars. Joseph’s face cuts across them, block- stupidly. 
ing them out. He smiles at me. 
“You're not dead, Carl! Not dead at all! You've been para- 
lyzed by a new type of anaesthetic! That was what I put into 

| your brandy! Not poison! You're alive, Carl 


p 





“We staged this, Carl! The whole 
thing! Ben and I! Together! You’re not 
in any cemetery! You're in the garden in 

.——, back of my house! And it isn’t even 
morning yet...” 








I lie there, in the coffin, listening to them. . . 
seeing them... Ben . . . and Joseph. 

“We didn't even take you to the funeral parlor,” 
Ben is laughing down at me. “We just put you in the 
wicker and drove around a bit...” 

“Then we brought you back to my house . . . to 
my laboratory,” Joseph adds. “We only pretended 
it was the funeral parlor.” 


I lie there, motionless, as they explain. 

“Brought all the stuff over this evening before 
you came,” Ben is saying. “The pumps and hoses 
for sound effects. This coffin . . .” 

“Tt was a gag, Carl,” says Ben. “I wanted to show 
you that my theory could be right! You almost 
believed it, didn’t you, Carl? Well, maybe now, 
when we discuss it, you won't be so pig-headed!” 


“Doc,” Ben gasps, staring at his watch. 8 
“Tt’s almost five-thirty! Shouldn’t he be 
coming out of it? 

“Five-thirty? That's impossible. The 
drug was only supposed to last till five, 
the latest! Carl? Carl?” 


It's morning now. The stars have gone and I feel the sun on 
my face. And Joseph is still pleading with me, as he has been 
for the past two hours, the tears in his eyes. 

“Carl? Please, Carl? Come out of it, Carl! It was only a gag! 
Please! Come out of it! Carl! Please! Oh, God . 

And Ben Norton's face just gets paler and paler. as he whis- 
pers “Lord help us...” over and over. 


Poor Joseph and his absurd theory. He wanted so much for 
me to accept it. And now I have accepted it. Only Joseph will 
never know. He’ll never know how right his theory is. Not until 
he goes through what I’ve gone through. 

For I am dead! I have been, ever since the pain in my chest 
when my heart failed . . . when I first drank the brandy, and 
Joseph told me it was poisoned. THE END 
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